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FOREWORD 


For  winter's  rains  and  ruins  are  over. 

And  all  the  season  of  snows  and  sins; 
The  days  dividing  lover  and  lover. 

The  light  that  loses,  the  night  that  wins; 
And  time  remembered  is  grief  forgotten. 

And  frosts  are  slain  and  flowers  begotten. 
And  in  green  underwood  and  cover 

Blossom  by  blossom  the  spring  begins. 


ALGERNON  CHARLES  SWINBURNE 


THE  BROTHERS 

Meraj  Sami 


They  splashed  among  the  frothing 
breakers 

until  their  mother 
called  to  them, 

and  showed  them  how  the  waves, 
like  an  ordered  array  of  cavalry 
horses, 

ride  slowly  down  towards  the 
shore, 

then  break  up  into  whited  crests 
(as  if  at  trumpet  call) 
and  subside  to  a whimpering  mass 
that  swirl  there  at  their  feet. 

And  they  looked  at  her,  believing, 
rapt  in  wide-eyed  awe. 


Rememberforget 

David  B.  Ruzak 


"Oh  how  I age  of  you  after  spending  ages  with  you." 

She  wrote  on  unlined  white  paper,  the  chisel  of  lead  scratching  and 
squeaking  out  words  in  her  vague  script,  while  popcorn  exploded  in 
the  bleached  kitchen  and  the  fish  tank  boiled  away  iri  Morse  code. 
Chewed  on  the  pock-marked  pencil,  thinking. 

"Take  a picture  of  this:  the  beach  is  white,  then  the  mercury  sea 
washes  over,  covering  it  with  a silvery  shell.  It's  a sky  blue  sky  and 
the  clouds  twist  themselves  into  wind-fragile  twists  of  feathers.  We  walk 
but  no  words  pass  between  us.  Time  enough  to  dance  — time  enough 
to  sing  — yet  we  walk  on  air  so  our  feet  don't  get  wet.  Still  the  salty 
surfy  mist  spritzes  out  our  hair.  This  etherealness  washes  over  my  mind, 
my  eyes.  I fall  in  thinking,  'the  silver  sea  coats  me  like  paint,  and  I 
look  up  underneath  at  my  soul'." 

She  tossed  down  the  blue-sheathed  No.  2 and  yawned  at  the  page 
or  so  she  had  written  so  far.  Reached  behind  her,  grabbed  the  back 
of  her  chair  and  stretched.  Vertebrae  popped  and  her  stiff  neck  crack- 
ed like  a reed.  Glanced  at  the  clock,  upside  down.  She  couldn't 
remember  when  she  started  but  it  was  a half  hour  past  the  last  time 
she  looked.  Seven-thirty.  Upside  down  it  looked  like  one  o'clock.  In 
upside-down  time  she'd  probably  still  be  up,  but  doubtful  the  stars  out- 
side would  be  staring  at  her  as  brightly  as  they  were  at  seven-thirty. 


Through  the  haze  that  had  quickly  settled  over  her  creativity,  she 
wandered  into  the  half-bath  and  brought  water  up  to  her  face.  Smother- 
ing the  dripping  result  in  a towel,  she  combed  a hand  through  the  thin 
dark  strands  that  seemed  to  be  twisting  themselves  into  dreadlocks. 
Red  face  in  the  mirror.  All  the  blood  there  got  excited  and  rushed  to 
her  skin  to  see  what  was  going  on.  She  studied  her  face,  rubbed  the 
creases  of  her  relatively  flat  nose,  wiped  water  from  the  pits  of  her 
eyeballs,  poked  at  a suspicious-looking  blemish  on  her  temple.  Blink- 
ed, trying  to  make  out  her  pupils  from  the  dark  sea  of  her  irises. 

Returning  to  the  matte-shiny  kitchen,  she  dug  out  sourdough  bread 
before  remembering  the  cotton-mouthed  bowl  of  popcorn,  waiting  pa- 
tiently underneath  a scratched  yellow  spout.  She  touched  one  cooling 
cloud  particle  and  the  phone  blared,  instantly  spoiled  and  insistent. 

''Hello?" 

"Coll?"  Her  full  name  was  Collette,  but  everybody  called  her  "Coleco" 
for  some  odd  and  childish  reason. 

"What?"  It  was  Sue,  the  guy  she  had  met  one  rainy,  procrastinated 
visit  to  the  library.  After  a three-quarter  hour  discussion  about  radical 
theology,  he  had  gained  enough  of  her  trust  for  her  to  allow  him  to 
drive  her  home  as  morning  disguised  itself  as  a shiny  black  curtain  out- 
side, green  lights  reflected  into  infinity  up  and  down  the  liquid  street. 
Lap  heavy  with  Capote  novels,  she  sweated  away  in  the  co-pilot's  seat 
of  Sue's  Volkswagen  sedan,  half  because  she  had  engaged  herself  in 
another  conversation/debate,  and  half  because  she  felt  too  polite  to 
say  it  wasn't  that  cold  out  and  could  he  please  turn  the  heat  down. 

"What  are  you  doing  tonight?"  Neutrally. 

"I  dunno.  What  did  you  have  in  mind?"  Suggestively. 

"No,  really."  Seriously. 

"Well,  I was  going  to  destroy  my  brain  with  television  and  thicken 
my  thighs  with  popcorn,  but  if  you've  got  a better  idea.  I'm  all  ears." 

"What's  on?" 

" 'Notorious.'  Alfred  Hitchcock.  Cary  Grant.  Ingrid  Bergman." 

"Great.  Want  some  company?  Are  your  folks  there?" 

"They're  at  a convention  in  Cleveland." 

"What  for?" 

"I  don't  know.  Stock  exchanges.  But  come  on  over,  okay?" 

"All  right.  Bye."  Click. 

Click. 

Sue  lived  a half-hour's  cruise  from  the  house  Coleco  lived  in.  It  was 
some-odd  minutes  past  eight,  and  Mr.  Grant  and  Ms.  Bergman  had 
already  kissed  long  and  suddenly  on  a wind-blown  hilltop  overlook- 
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photo  by  George  Dandan,  Jr. 


ing  a polka-dotted  black  and  white  city.  She  had  drained  a half-liter 
of  viscous  flat  Coke  and  had  only  nibbled  at  the  butter-soaked  and  salt- 
infested  popcorn. 

She  let  Sue  in,  slightly  soaked  for  it  had  started  to  rain  again,  this 
time  in  short  angry  spurts,  raindrops  rapping  against  the  windows  like 
as  many  pebbles  thrown.  She  threw  his  rapidly  mildewing  jacket  into 
the  dryer  and  rooted  around  the  refrigerator  again.  Romance  movies 
always  made  her  hungry,  maybe  because  the  underlying  plot  sub- 
consciously bored  her. 

Sue  demolished  most  of  the  popcorn,  cracking  down  upon  the  un- 
popped kernels,  while  Coleco  chewed  on  the  sourdough  laced  with  some 
ancient  Brie  she  had  unearthed.  Outside,  a torrential  storm  faded  into 
spring  showers  and  back  again.  The  blue  eye  of  the  television  monitor 
flashed  and  winked  at  them.  Coleco  sprawled  on  the  love  seat.  Sue 
hunched  over  cross-legged.  Mr.  Grant  carried  the  poisoned  character 
of  Ms.  Bergman  into  the  seat  of  the  black  and  white  automotive  relic, 
leaving  the  Victor  Laszlo-like  antagonist  at  the  mercy  of  his  former 
business  associates.  The  End  appeared  in  the  ghostly  curlicued  hand- 
writing of  some  long-forgotten  and  no  doubt  dead  Hollywood  film 
flunkie. 
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Sue  lay  back  as  if  stunned  and  stretched  his  long  legs.  Coleco,  with 
a groan  and  a sigh,  clambered  off  the  couch  and  stole  the  television's 
voice  with  a red  mute  button.  Both  of  them  lay  on  the  shag  carpet, 
at  right  angles  to  each  other.  Sue  had  rolled  over  once  and  was  peering 
into  the  comers  of  the  ceiling,  while  Coleco  lay  on  her  side,  head  on 
elbow  crook,  rubbing  her  calves  into  the  cool  patches  in  the  bends  of 
her  knees.  Itchy  spots  sprouted  on  her  side  where  her  cotton  pullover 
pressed  into  her  skin.  Images  of  men  filled  a black  and  white  nightclub 
in  her  mind.  Humphrey  Bogart,  James  Dean,  Clark  Gable,  all  decked 
out  in  blinding  white  tuxedos,  bolo  ties,  funny  black  shoes  while  the 
Casablanca  fans  spun  lazily  from  the  ceiling. 

"Hey  — " Sue's  voice  seemed  to  crackle  over  a PA  system,  minus 
feedback. 

Coleco's  throat  creaked.  "What?"  Like  steam  escaping. 

"Do  you  have  a boyfriend?" 

"A  what?"  It  was  hard  to  hear  through  the  fog  in  her  ears. 

"A  boyfriend.  Your  'one  and  only'." 

She  chewed  her  dry  lips  and  wetted  them  with  an  equally  dry  tongue, 
craving  water  blue  and  tasteless.  Sue's  question  was  strange  in  that  it 
knocked  on  her  brain  and  she  had  no  real  answer. 

"Ah  . . ."  As  if  pondering  profusely.  "No  I don't." 

"Okay."  After  a minute.  "Why  not?" 

"Why  not?  I don't  know.  Maybe  I never  . . . what  do  you  mean  by 
'boyfriend?'  Like  'teenage  high  school  boyfriend-girlfriend'  relationships, 

ff 

or  — 

"Well,  just  somebody  . . . like  a frequent  companion." 

"With  romantic  intentions?" 

"Maybe." 

"Well."  Sat  up  straight  and  crossed  her  legs  like  Sue  did,  only  now 
the  blinking  lights  from  the  radioactive  television  shone  at  an  angle 
to  her  face,  bringing  out  her  high  cheekbones.  "The  problem  is  there's 
no  real  distinction  between  'just  friends'  and  'boyfriend-girlfriend.'  So 
when  I hear  'boyfriend'  or  'girlfriend,'  I instantly  think  — " She  snapped 
her  lacquered  fingers.  "Lovers.  Two  people  who  claim  they  love  each 
other.  Only  when  I was  in  high  school  last  year,  people  would  fall  in 
and  out  of  love  every  other  week  or  so."  She  reached  for  the  room- 
temperature  Coke  bottle,  sweating  on  the  inside. 

"Uh  huh."  Sue  with  his  mouth  open.  "So  'boyfriend'  is  just  a nice 
way  of  saying  'young  lover?'  " 

"Actually."  After  a few  swigs  she  offered  the  red  plastic  two  liters 
to  Sue,  who  screwed  up  his  face  at  it.  " 'Boyfriend'  isn't  really  a fair 
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term  because  the  word  itself  says  'a  friend  who  is  a boy.'  But  'young 
lovers'  implies  two  people  fooling  around,  co-habitating.  Living  in  sin 
in  some  Catholic  circles." 

"Did  you  ever  have  a boyfriend?"  Sue  was  on  his  stomach  now,  chin 
propped  on  bumpy  knuckles. 

Coleco's  lazy  eyes  strolled  over. 

"Sorry."  Shook  his  head.  "Ever  been  in  love?" 

"Um  . . ."  Her  eyes,  cartoonish  in  low  light,  rolled  upwards.  "I 
dunno.  Some  people,  like  in  high  school,  were  in  love  all  the  time,  in 
and  out,  in  and  out,  while  some  others  were  searching  their  whole  lives 
for  that  one  person  they  know  they  love  and  they  know  is  their  equal. 
I guess  I'm  still  looking."  The  cartoon  eyes,  black  and  white,  turned 
towards  him.  "Why?  Would  you  ever  consider  me  as  your  'girlfriend?'  " 

Sue  blinked  and  took  in  Coleco.  She  wasn't  unattractive,  in  his  opi- 
nion; admittedly,  she  was  no  ravishing  beauty,  either.  Coleco  had  a 
strange  face  and  features.  Not  strange  as  alien  or  out  of  snyc,  but  strange 
as  hard  to  describe.  When  she  was  still,  it  almost  looked  like  she  was 
wearing  a mask.  The  eyes  gave  away  the  human  being  beneath,  nightly 
brown  pools,  not  very  romantic,  more  curtaining  windows  to  the  soul. 

"Yes  I would."  Coleco  blinked  and  jerked  back  an  inch.  "And  not 
just  for  your  looks  or  your  . . . body,"  — that  last  word  came  to  his 
tongue  more  hesitantly  than  the  others  — "but  also  for  your  brilliance 
and  your  intelligence  and  your  charm  and  wit.  All  that  may  sound 
corny,  but  it's  just  the  way  I feel." 

"Thank  you.  You  really  mean  that?" 

"Yup.  Even  though  you're  — how  old  are  you?" 

She  seemed  to  hesitate.  "Nineteen." 

"Nineteen."  He  repeated.  "So  even  though  you're  four  years  my 
junior,  I think  we  have  a pretty  good  'thing'  going  here.  Whether  it's 
romantically  inclined  or  no,  what  counts  is  we're  friends  and  we  can 
step  outside  of  our  everyday  skins  to  respect  each  other  as  humans." 

"Good."  She  smiled  a smile  that  was  more  of  a line.  "I  don't  think 
age  has  anything  to  do  with  it,  though." 

"Whatever." 

She  stood  and  crossed  the  dull  room  to  draw  the  shade.  "Hey.  It 
stopped  raining.  Let's  walk." 

Sue  squinted  at  the  blue  digits  of  the  microwave  clock.  Eleven  o'clock. 
"Bit  late?"  He  managed  to  his  feet. 

"Why  not?  We  have  no  curfew.  We  won't  get  wet." 

He  turned  his  gaze  to  the  jeweled  window  and  back.  "Okay." 
Shrugged. 


She  fetched  his  blue-gray  jacket  (too  thin  to  be  denim,  she  thought), 
still  radiating  heat  like  a heater  from  the  machine's  element,  and  set 
out  into  the  cool  damp  towel  atmosphere  of  the  evening,  Coleco  forget- 
ting her  key  only  after  remembering  the  one  under  the  doormat. 

Their  steps  took  them  down  the  walkway  from  the  front  door, 
painted  red,  and  left  or  right  on  the  adjoining  sidewalk.  Sue's  dark  deck 
shoes  made  faint  squeaking  sounds  from  the  wet  concrete;  Coleco's 
sneakers  just  went  splat  in  the  occasional  stray  puddle.  Of  the  string 
of  houses  along  the  avenue,  there  was  a dotted  string  of  lights,  safe- 
warding  against  monsters  that  crawl  out  of  dark  and  stormy  nights  and 
into  third  eyes.  The  air  smelt  wet,  but  an  honest  lungful  would  tell  the 
hidden  characters  in  the  breeze:  the  earth  itself,  soaked  to  the  core;  from 
the  trees,  the  living  wood  that  would  rot  and  grow  back,  fibers  filling 
in  wounds  eaten  away  by  the  colorless  solvent. 

Everywhere,  from  every  corner  of  their  cornerless  outdoors,  water 
dripped.  From  drainpipes,  branches,  car  bumpers.  The  clear  dark 
droplets  imagined  as  a ferrous  shower,  diving  by  gravity,  twisting  by 
the  winds,  attracted  to  earth,  to  the  surface,  as  if  to  return  to  it. 

They  passed  ruins  of  construction,  ghostly  pale  timbers  glistening 
from  what  moonlight  darted  past  the  evil  clouds  above,  roiling  and 
boiling  in  slow  motion,  an  invisible  engine  and  gears.  Again  the  dripping 
(plunk)  against  the  wooden  planks.  White  building  paper  waved  at  the 
two  passers-by  and  rustled  a salutation  or  warning.  Ghosts  were  out 
tonight,  household  ghosts,  haunting  in  their  household  way,  poking 
and  pushing  at  things. 

Their  conversation  was  initially  as  loose  as  it  was  indoors,  and  slowly 
tapered  off  into  a reassured  silence,  each  of  them  sure  it  was  okay  to 
say  nothing  if  there  was  nothing  to  say.  Content  was  the  sprayed  air 
about  their  heads.  What  radiance  they  had  experienced  in  the  house 
carried  on  in  their  moods.  Doubtless,  they  were  not  reading  each  other's 
minds. 

They  walked  on  the  water,  the  pavement  forgotten.  The  water  from 
the  sky  ran  off  into  the  earth. 
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WOMAN  NEXT  DOOR 

Dan  Joyce 


Even  her  shoulders  mourn  when  she  walks. 

Her  face  is  an  epitaph 

For  her  mother's  affair  of  summers  ago. 

She  works  at  the  nursing  home, 

Watching  the  dust  pouring  through  the  windows 
of  the  white  rooms. 


John  W.  Lewis 


SUNDAY  SERVICE 

Joseph  Johnson 


I was  a small  child 
engulfed  by  the  congregation 
sitting  in  the  front  row 

I could  see  him  rise  — 

rise  from  his  chair  to 

the  wood  pulpit  as  he  smiled 

His  appearance  was  that  of  an 
Angel  while  the  sun  shone 
on  his  white  robe 

His  Book  sat  open  on  the  pew 
He  opened  his  mouth  and  began 
preaching  Sunday  morning  service 

His  words  rung  and  echoed 
off  the  paint-cracked  walls 
into  the  depths  of  my  soul 

His  voice  rose  with  rhythmic 
tone  drawing  me  closer  and 
out  of  thoughtlessness 

Oh,  what  security  those  days 
brought  — watching,  listening, 
feeling  only  Him 

Time  has  passed  — the  warmth 
and  connection  seem  quite 
faint  — almost  black 

The  light  shall  shine  with 
golden  memories  and  my  Father 
will  bring  the  message. 


NAPS 

Richard  Zabransky 


It's  always  after  eating, 

when  my  blood  is  a warm,  damp  rag 

balled  in  my  belly, 

when  the  leaks  in  the  house 

stop, 

the  phone's  been  neutered, 

and  the  television 

drones  like  a bowl  of  bees, 

that  I feel  saliva  pooling 

beneath  my  tongue, 

my  head  falling  neither  left  nor  right, 

that  I feel  Grampa's  hand 

scrub  the  hair  on  my  head, 

watch  my  friend,  Glen, 

chase  girls  in  tight  jeans 

down  cold  streets 

where  two  blind  men  in  a restaurant  window 

stir  each  others'  coffee, 

that  my  wife  is  the  girl  with  the  nervous 

cough  who  squeezes  my  hand 

at  the  ballet 

the  same  way  she  would  years  later 
when  we  skirted  the  hurricane 
flying  back  home  one  winter. 


that  my  father  combs 
not  enough  hair  across  his 
beautiful  skull, 
that  my  dog 
is  tumorless 
and  barks 

a bark  that  forever  chases  away 

the  other  dogs  with  raised  fur  on  their  necks, 

that  I beat  the  boy  who 

smashed  my  nose  with  a brick, 

my  fists  cutting  deeply 

in  his  body's  dough, 

grabbing  handfuls 

and  throwing  them  onto  the  ground 
where  birds 

fight  each  other  for  scraps, 
that  I smell  Woodhue  perfume 
from  the  upstairs  hallway. 

Old  Spice  from  the  bathroom; 

it  is  Sunday  afternoon, 

a dirigible 

floats  in  the  sky, 

and  the  assassins  are  blind  men 

who  miss 

like  a young  boy  misses  the  toilet 
in  the  middle  of  the  night 
when  he  pees  into  dreaming  air. 
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SANCTUARY  AT  PAUL’S  HOUSE 

Daniel  M.  Gannon 

The  face  of  a house  only  a grandmother  could  love 
as  she  blinds  in  her  rocking  chair,  hearing  doorbells  with  a twist 
while  facetiously  rotted  wood  bargains  with  the  caked 
grey  nails  for  their  support  and  empathy. 

In  the  living  room  Bo  Diddley  is  Jesus,  and  His  picture  sinks 
no  lies,  worshipped  like  some  gothic  fire  on  a used  and 
splintered  mantlepiece  as  fragile  as  a sand  castle. 

A box  of  curiously  strong  Altoid  mints  sets  abandoned 

on  a register  by  dusty,  dog-eared  Tribunes  scattered  on  the  floor 

almost  as  evenly  as  the  guests,  who  stare  as  if  they  can 

see  all  of  my  previous  addictions.  Light  to  the  space 

is  focused  from  a red  lamp  that  denies  any  sunlight  traces  leaking 

through  the  drawn  shades  stretched  from  the  only  window  pane. 

Every  step  has  a stutter  and  every  stutter  has  a creak 
past  empty  beer  bottles  and  choking  ashtrays 
and  stains  in  the  well-worn  carpet  breathing  memories 
of  neanderthal  vomiting  and  careless  games. 

I hate  these  walls  as  they  ache  and  relax  with  the  noise  level,  weaving 

and  revealing  the  Ramones  in  a power  chord  haven, 

but  I keep  coming  back  to  Paul's  to  sit  and  look  and  slide 

with  his  useless  friends,  thinking  about  how  the  thin  lines 

of  salmon  skin  in  the  sunset  are  erased  by  hands  much  larger  than  mine 

and  how  the  Beatles  changed  America. 
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GHOSTBUSTING  WITH  EGON 

Glen  H.  Brown 

My  son  straps  on  his  proton  pack 
over  his  Batman  pajamas 
and  pumps  imaginary  charges 
into  air  ghosts 

in  the  corners  of  our  every  room. 

He  stacks  sofa  pillows 
to  build  an  Ecto-One  car 
then  sets  his  ghost  trap 
on  the  piano  bench, 
backs  up  and  summons, 

“Peter,  Winston,  Ray, 

I'm  getting  a reading." 

I watch  him  zap 
the  make-believe  apparitions 
with  the  soft-spray 
of  shh-shh  flushing  sounds, 
his  left  arm  waving 
to  invisible  ghostbusters 
like  himself,  and  I replay 
scenes  forgotten,  myths 
and  imaginary  heroes. 

There  was  Zorro 

slashing  the  mark  of  "Z" 

on  Elizabeth  and  Race  streets. 

Superman  leaping  staircases 

in  a single  bound,  and  Davy  Crockett 

defending  Santa  Maria  Addolorato 

at  the  Alamo. 

Now  my  son  captures  his  last  wraith 
in  the  bathroom  mirror, 
a small  version  of  himself 
etched  in  memory. 
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SECRET 

Kathleen  Keenan 

Through  the  sanctuary 

of  centuries 

the  secret  was  kept 

until  one  violet  minute 

the  little  girl  turned 

the  vision  over  like  an  eclipse 

in  her  head 

and  the  next  time  it  mattered 
the  little  girl  said 
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SYSTEM  CRASH 

Leslie  Aileen  Ross 

Ma,  I've  become  addicted  to  waterfalls 
and  my  shrink  tells  me 
I have  memory  damage  — 

Must  have  been  that  last  thunderstorm 
that  knocked  out  my  hard  disk. 

Ma,  I've  become  addicted  to  waterfalls 
and  my  shrink  tells  me 
the  memories  I have  left  are  only 
the  ones  I dumped  to  floppies 
before  the  power  hit. 

Ma,  I've  become  addicted  to  waterfalls 
and  my  shrink  tells  me 
it's  good  that  I've  been  writing 
and  storing  my  files  for  the  past 
twenty  years. 

Ma,  I've  become  addicted  to  waterfalls 
and  my  shrink  tells  me 
I have  to  restore  the  backup  copies. 

I can  rebuild  my  system 
from  there. 
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i don’t  want  to  call  it  anything 

Greg  Young 

Father  was  in  Image  Sales 
based  on  mostly  lies 

When  his  limo  came  to  the  door 
the  bell  rang  eighteen  times 

ME  ME  ME  ME  ME  ME  ME  ME  ME 
He  said 

and  then  he  turned 
Walt  Disney  off 
when  I was  6 
and  turned  on  Vietnam 

This  is  this  and  This  is  this 
but  mostly 
he  called  politicians 
shit 

then  he  went  back  to  Washington 
to  work  for  weeks  on  end 

selling  a method  of  handling  TV 
to  some  very  important  men 


TRAVELING  TOGETHER 

Jane  Scoville 


Why  does  it  anger  me  - 
You  read  the  map 
And  drive,  at  the  same  time  - 
Sometimes  for  miles? 

Not  that  I worry 
For  our  safety. 

But  that  you'd  need  guidance. 
And  be  afraid 
To  venture  forth 
Adventurous,  free. 

Into  uncharted  territory. 

Oh,  no,  not  you  - 
You  keep  the  map 
Surely  on  your  lap; 

Plotting  a path. 

Arranging  our  arrival. 

Dear,  it's  been  too  many  years 
Of  this:  our  marriage 
Safe  and  sound. 

Both  children  planned; 

Your  job  secure. 

Our  mortgage  small. 

I yearn  to  tear  the  map  away. 
Laugh  in  your  face. 

And  say  "Come  on  - 
Be  foolish  with  me; 

Let's  see  where  we  land." 
Instead  I smile. 

Swallow  my  thoughts 
And  choke  out 
The  expected  chatter: 

Knowing  it's  your  safe 
And  steady  hand 
That's  allowed  me  to  be 
Mad  as  a hatter. 
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DAD 

Kathleen  Keenan 


And  the  thinness  of  the  end 
thickened  in  my  throat, 
your  veins 

weakening  in  their  role, 
your  blood 
a slow  ride,  now 
leaving  your  heart 
in  search  of  your  soul. 

And  all  around  the  room, 

flowers,  lotions,  your  watch 

naked  in  its  wristless  tick, 

no  longer  a watch, 

but  a clock  for  you  to  small-see 

time.  I wanted  your  passing 

marked 

like  we  marked  birthdays,  house-movings, 
inches  on  the  wall  to 

prove  we  grew.  . .the  quietude,  the  regularity 
evidenced  itself  in  the 

unemployed  air,  lungs  light  yet  leaden  near 

the  pleats  your  arms  made, 

pin-pricked 

on  those  seamless  sheets. 

I wanted  you  to 

sit  on  my  new  couch,  blow  smoke  rings  over  the  Daily  News, 

teach  me  how  to  soft  boil  eggs, 

not  because  I liked  them,  but  so 

I could  watch 

you. 

I wanted  to  tell  you  I stole  quarters  from  your  dresser, 

read  your  Christmas  shopping  list  so  I 

knew  I was  getting  ice  skates, 

feigned  surprise  at  the  what-could-it-be  box 

on  my  side  of  the  tree, 

tell  you  that  once,  I saw  your  private  parts, 
and  that  they  frightened  me. 

To  have  it  end  so  silently,  quietly, 

made  it  seem  like  it  never  really  happened.  . . 

eighteen  years  later. 

I'm  still  not  sure  it  did. 


George  Dandan,  Jr. 


He's  back  again. 

Kneading, 

with  fat  pink  fingers, 
handfuls  of  my  face. 

"Cutie,  cutie,  cutie,"  he  says, 
and  moves  on  to  other  things. 

My  skin  feels  smooth  and  elastic 
where  he's  touched  it, 
like  pale  yellow  dough 
rising  in  a covered  warm  place. 

He  has  created  me, 
as  a baker  creates  bread. 

Vickiann  Fertitta 


26 


LISA’S  KAZOO 

Daniel  M.  Gannon 


It  could  be  a metal  battleship  or  submarine 
Rusted  and  weathered  from  many 
Times  of  use,  bearing  a slightly 
Rippled  nose,  possibly  a mouth. 

The  blood  and  blue  colors  do  not  mesh 
Cut  in  half  with  chosen  symmetry. 

Separated  through  the  center  like  a thin 
Layer  of  oil  on  a surface  of  water. 

This  object  of  tin  has  the  spout  of  a whale. 

Or  maybe  it's  a crow's  nest  where  a small  sea  farer 
Can  breathe  stale  briny  air  into  his  lungs. 

The  endings  (or  beginnings)  are  open, 

A roundness  at  the  corners 

Like  an  overhead  view  of  a jellyfish 

Contracting  its  movement  in  the  ocean. 

Rolling  to  one  side  on  a seething  red  belly. 

Lying  as  if  in  pain  or  just  plain  apathy. 

It  hums  and  chokes,  though,  when  the  ends 
Are  closed  and  a breath  is  forced  through  it. 

But  it  lives  when  it  chokes  and 

Never  ceases  to  live  until  the  humming  stops. 

And  though  it  can  scream  like  a seal  in  fear 
Or  rattle  like  an  outboard  motor. 

To  it  life  all  depends  on  the  user. 
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I SAW  MY  PARENTS  DANCE 

Jeanne  Chase 


A parrot  perched  in  a silver  cage 
in  front  of  Egan's  Nautical  Bar 
squawked  at  me  as  I peered 
through  the  glass  to  see 
if  my  father  was  inside. 

He  waved  for  me  to  come  in. 

I sat  on  the  stool  beside  his 
mesmerized  by  a jug  of  pickled  eggs 
while  the  bartender  polished  glass 
and  old  Mrs.  Egan  smoked  in  the  dim 
at  the  end  of  the  bar. 

Mr.  Muldoon  on  the  stool 
next  to  mine  wore  gold-wire 
spectacles  and  a red  bow  tie. 

Alice  wore  clips  on  the  pockets 
of  her  pink  beautician's  smock. 

Big  A1  had  skin  like  brown  leather. 

I was  twelve  with  freckles. 


* ★ * 


When  I was  twenty 
Dad  invited  my  mother  and  me 
to  join  him  at  Egan's 
to  bring  the  New  Year  in. 

It  surprised  me  that  he  asked  - 
he  always  went  alone  - 
and  that  my  mother  said  yes 
and  wore  a red  dress 
belted  with  a rhinestone  clasp. 

I put  on  new  black  pumps. 


Dad  led  us  like  a host 

past  the  backs  of  boisterous  patrons 

to  greet  his  friends  and  Mrs.  Egan 

at  the  bar.  Mother  smiled 

when  Mrs.  Egan  took  her  hand. 

We  went  into  a side  room 
strung  with  streamers, 
put  on  pointed  cardboard  hats 
and  unfurled  snail-like  paper  horns 
with  laughing  breath. 

Dad  sent  me  to  the  jukebox 
to  play  a Wayne  King  waltz. 

They  smiled  at  each  other 
as  I left. 

When  I came  back 
they  were  dancing. 


ic  "k  -k 


It's  been  ten  years  since 
my  father  died.  The  parrot 
and  nautical  bar  are  gone. 

I asked  my  mother  if  she  remembered 
dancing  with  Dad  at  Egan's. 

"Your  father  was  in  great  form 
that  night.  . Her  voice  trilled 
like  a girl's. 


DAY  TO  DAY 

Robin  Anthony  Krieglstein 


When  the  dragon  burps  deep  in  the  earth 
and  knocks  down  your  tumble-block  towers 
you  get  upset, 

spit  up  this  morning's  milk,  slap  down  the 
paper 

curse  the  weatherman  soak  up  some  rays 
duck  low  flying  aircraft  paper  towel  your  way 
through  a muddy  river  (coffee  stained  dentures 
keep  biting  back)  the  neighbors  are  getting  nervous. 
They  bought  a semi-automatic 
pitbull  to  guard  their 
stockpile  of  jelly- 
beans. There's 
a joke  in  us 
somewhere 


over 

the 

rainbow? 
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TAPESTRY 

Pat  Brown 


If  it  were  like  a tapestry  — cyan,  rose. 

Magenta,  umber,  slate,  sienna  floss 
Entwined  to  pave  an  esplanade,  impose 
Gravid  balusters  along  its  edge,  then  toss 
A tabard  on  the  rail,  trail  a garland  from 
The  newel  post  behind  the  Prince,  head  inclined. 

Left  hand  resting  on  his  sheathed  rapier's  hilt,  a numb 
Near-smile  for  the  brittle  signorina,  resigned. 

Her  left  hand  open  "So  . . . cheeks  a peevish  tinge. 
Beside  her  rat-faced  page,  preening  lankish  hair. 

Leering  at  some  folderol  beyond  the  fringe. 

Beyond  the  gondolier  trolling  for  a fare  — 

And  one  wild  magenta  thread  dangled  from  the  weft: 
Would  you  yank  that  strand,  and  chance  to  see  what's  left? 
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STABAT  MATER 

Ann  Stotts 


Recent  headlines 
show  you  crying  still, 
tourists  flocking 
to  your  tears 
if  the  goddesses 
could  see  you 


'alone  of  all  your  sex,' 

in  a no-man's  land  of 
milk  and  tears,  virginal 
and  maternal,  one  breast 
bared  through  your  blue 
silken  gown,  offered  to  the 
infant's  mouth.  In  Tuscan 

paintings  of  the  14th  century, 
you  sorrow  at  his  cross. 

Your  palm  cups  your  own  breast 
offered  to  the  man,  his  wounds 
so  like  your  own. 


'Our  Lady's  Roses' 
confined  within  father,  son, 
and  holy  ghost,  stages  of 
the  cross,  you  are 
mother-daughter-wife 
to  Christ,  his  triple  link 
to  flesh  and  tears,  earth 

blood. 


'Blessed  among  women/ 
set  apart  from  your  sisters 
to  bear  false  witness,  a son 
freed  from  Eve's  sin,  your 
genetic  imprint,  his  soul 
or  "homunculus"  intact 
within  your  womb,  a 
son  of  god. 

The  women  arrive  at  church  early 
to  say  yes  one  our  father 
then  ten  hail  marys 
on  aurora  borealis  rosaries. 


Laura  Kadashaw 


AUTUMN  MORNING 

Ellen  Johnson 


leaves  fall 
with  amazing  grace 
like  milkweed  floss 
or  snow 

1 rake  them 

- or  try  to  - 

into  neat  piles 

but  the  leaves  of  my  life 

with  seemingly  innate  perversity 

or  fear 

skitter  away 

like  lovers 

at  the  slightest  breeze 

not  so  the  geese 
honking  firm  south 
in  neat  lines 
encouraging  each  other 
wings  beating  like  hearts 
decisive  and  regular 
sure 

as  they  seek  surcease 
from  cold  loneliness 


a pair  of  geese 
drift  wavelessly 
across  the  romantic  mistiness 
of  pearly-gray  dawn 
then  rise  into  mauve  and  tur- 
quoise 

and  are  gone 

so  it  is  then  that 

naked  souls  of  lovers  left 

reach  empty 

yet  growth-budded 

branches 

into  the  penetrating  red-gold 
fall  morning 

while  the  leaves,  wet  with  frost 
comfort  the  earth 

the  lone  blue  pansy 
leftover  from  summer 
smiles  upward 
seeking  the  geese 


DEAD  VIOLETS 

Pete  Dederick 

I stared  at  the  sun  and  at  autumn's  dead  violets, 

saw  infamy  glare  out  of  hideous  sockets, 

as  night's  winds  blew  colder,  sun's  circles  sunk  lower. 

Dead  was  a woman,  her  offerings  swallowed 

by  a mouth  of  fertile  earth,  now  frozen,  shut  barren, 

grainy  photos  of  a meadow  of  dresses,  pearlish  white, 

petals  dancing  desecration  on  the  eve  of  Lent's  fast. 

Sickened  I felt  as  the  sun  hung  like  mustard, 

ugly  and  stained  like  her  clutched  rosaries, 

the  lid  sealed  on  miracles,  gasped  broken  English 

misunderstood  as  her  dead  birds  of  prophecy, 

her  assertions  of  kitchens  through  worn-out  old  hands, 

the  domains  of  a widow  of  husband  and  land. 

When  daylight's  lone  star  plunged  1 fell  on  my  bed. 

I thought  of  when  1 needed  her  when  1 was  young; 
secluded  in  darkness,  I saw  circles  on  the  ceiling 
sink  lower  and  lower  'til  I felt  a frail  hug. 
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BUDS 

David  Richard 

Spring  returns. 

There  is  wine  in  the  wind. 

My  head  spins  and  the  rivers 
of  blood  sing  out  in  my  veins. 

Sunlight,  rich  as  honey, 

pours  through  clouds  and  trees 

and  everything  is  warm /rich /golden. 

A golden  dog  races  past 
houses  / trees  /bushes  / people, 
chases  a frisbee,  black  as  the  earth, 
with  a gold  colored  ring  on  it  - 
gold  as  sunshine, 
gold  as  honey, 
gold  as  the  hair 
of  a beautiful  girl. 

And  as  I watch  the  dog 
leap  high  and  nip 
at  the  budding  air, 

I know 

love  stirs 

once  more. 
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LIKE  A LOVER 

Jeanne  Chase 


For  ten  years  we  met, 
eyes  locked  in  mirrors 
as  he  combed  and  snipped 
flourishing  flowing  sleeves. 

I learned  to  laugh 
without  moving  my  head. 

He  told  me  the  tale 
of  Madame  Butterfly 
and  stories  from  his  life. 
Adopting  a cat.  Roommate  spats. 
His  wardrobe  for  a wedding, 
down  to  elegant  black  socks. 

The  disappointment  he  found 
in  his  father's  eyes. 

The  sorrow  in  his  own 
when  a close  friend 
took  his  life. 

The  beauty  shop  looks 
lifeless  black  to  me 
now  when  I pass  by. 

No  prisms  of  light 
dance  on  front  windows. 
Laughing  voices  no  longer 
escape  the  unopened  door. 
Pneumonia  complications 
I was  told. 

Like  a lover, 
on  our  last  visit 
he  told  me  what  I wore 
first  time  we  met  — 

Laura  Ashley  frock, 
burgundy  with  navy  dots. 

But  he  never  told  me 
he  was  dying.  And  I 
never  told  him 
goodbye. 
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BLUEBELLS 

Larry  Turner 


As  we  walk  among  the  purple  flowers, 
Jim  and  Helen  warn  me: 

Don't  bother  to  photograph  the  bluebells; 
They  always  turn  out  looking  purple. 

Footpath  among  beech  trees. 

Stile  across  the  fence. 

Gooseberries. 

Holly. 

Even  Brambles. 

Seen  for  the  first  time, 
but  so  familiar  to  me 
whose  childhood  was  spent 
not  in  real  woods 
but  in  fairy  tales. 


Ansel  at  a conference  once 

George  Peranteau 


Ansel  at  a conference  once 
Amidst  the  opening  jubilation, 

Sat  in  silent  consternation, 

Loathing  the  forced  gemutlichkeit 

(So-and-so  among  the  alien  corn,  yes?) 

Til  eyeball-speared  by  one  jovial  gladhander. 
And  agent  of  the  inquisition. 

Ansel's  silent  deadpan  stare 
Begets  in  that  one  outraged  instant: 

“What  the  hell  you  looking  at?" 

Sprecht  der  wight  in  dudgeon  high. 

Making  for  Ansel,  woozy  fire  in  his  eye. 

Nearby  goodies  rush  to  seal  the  puncture; 
Ansel  meekly  slips  away. 

But  must  in  penance  wear  always  — 

Or  the  duration  of  the  good  times  — 

Upon  his  sleeve  a yellow  star. 

Upon  his  forehead  ashes. 
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John  W.  Lewis 
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Ansel  drove  the  sun 

George  Peranteau 

Ansel  drove  the  sun  across  the  sky 
Faster  and  faster,  up  and  down,  up  and 
Days  whirled  by, 

Ansel  hastened  to  his  ending. 

"Half  in  love  with  . . .?" 

No. 

Only  if  it  come  to  nothing. 

What  the  hell,  what  the  hell. 

Or  there's  another  thing: 

Ansel  might  get  it  right  next  time. 
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THE  ADOBE  HUT 

Emily  Suchomski 

Hot  Hot  Hot 
Slow. 

Silent  walls. 

A mess  of  art 
covers  the  cool  ground. 

Darkness  blankets 
the  desert  — 
the  wind  serenades 
the  sand 
and  sleeps. 

Cacti  grow  alone, 
like  flickers  within. 


CACTUS  BLUES 

Joe  Lewis 


Sitting  in  the  middle  of  Nowhere,  Texas 
Sun-bleached  adobe  surrounded  by  sand 
Home  of  cool  shadows  in  a pastel  desert 

Cactus  Jack's  crouches  low  in  the  bright  sun 
Inviting  travelers  from  the  faded  highway 
And  catching  tumbleweeds  in  mid-cliche 

The  wind  whistles  a lonely  melody 

Blowing  dust  and  dryness  through  the  windows 

As  the  cracked  walls  breathe  in  slow  sighs 

And  the  neon  sky  keeps  bleeding  heat 

And  the  saguaros  pose  for  postcards 

And  Cactus  Jack's,  lazy  with  the  heat,  daydreams 
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Expert  Says  Bumps  in  Bible 

James  McGloin 


At  a press  conference  held  in  Central  Park  yesterday  afternoon, 
archaeologist  Dr.  John  Lowery  claimed  his  translation  of  a recently 
discovered  Dead  Sea  scroll  proved  there  were  bumps  in  Biblical  times. 
A small  group  of  enthusiasts  greeted  Lowery  with  loud  cheers  when 
he  read  his  statement,  but  several  Bible  scholars  in  the  crowd  yelled 
catcalls  at  him. 

In  an  interview  after  the  press  conference,  the  scholars  denounced 
Lowery's  claim  that  there  are  actual  creatures  who  "go  bump  in  the 
night."  The  nighttime  sounds  mentioned  in  the  Dead  Sea  scroll,  they 
insisted,  were  meant  to  be  metaphorical  and  nothing  more. 

Lowery's  scroll  tells  the  story  of  a young  shepherd  unable  to  sleep 
at  night  because  of  thumping  sounds  coming  from  the  darkness  sur- 
rounding the  campsite.  His  companions,  who  only  heard  the  baying 
of  sheep,  scolded  him  for  his  silliness.  Undaunted,  the  shepherd  spent 
many  long  nights  groping  about  the  edge  of  the  camp  until  he  returned 
one  morning  with  a sealed  vase  that  gave  off  a muffled  rhythmic  sound. 

Thinking  he  must  have  captured  a rodent,  his  companions  drew  lots 
to  see  which  one  of  them  would  settle  the  question.  The  then-frantic 
shepherd  clutched  the  vase  to  his  breast  and  quickly  withdrew  into  the 
desert.  He  was  never  heard  from  again. 
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One  of  the  original  Dead  Sea  scrolls,  however,  tells  of  a man  wander- 
ing about  the  desert  and  foaming  at  the  mouth.  This  nameless  in- 
dividual, thought  to  be  possessed  by  a demon,  was  stoned  to  death. 
His  executioners  made  little  of  the  sealed  vase  they  found  crushed  in 
the  folds  of  his  tunic,  but  now  Dr.  Lowery  has  said  he  is  certain  this 
man  died  trying  to  protect  his  captured  bump. 

Current  interest  in  the  "bump  question"  started  about  ten  years  ago 
when  bump  enthusiasts  resurrected  an  obscure  manuscript  originally 
uncovered  in  southern  France  in  1917  by  a mason  repairing  a damaged 
monastery  wall.  This  document,  which  was  sealed  in  wax  and  hidden 
behind  some  loose  bricks,  is  considered  by  bump  enthusiasts  to  be  a 
detailed  account  of  bumps  in  the  area.  The  document  is  illustrated  with 
colorful  ink  drawings  of  egg-shaped  creatures  with  indiscernible 
features.  These  creatures,  labeled  invisibilis  gnomus,  are  described  as 
elf-like  in  temperament  and  reportedly  made  hollow  thumping  sounds 
at  night  by  hurling  themselves  against  stone  walls. 

Critics,  however,  have  always  considered  this  manuscript  to  be  the 
fictitious  enterprise  of  an  over-imaginative  monk.  Those  long  days  and 
nights  in  a barren  cell  with  just  a meager  amount  of  food  and  drink 
can  give  a man  dreams.  This  notion,  incidentally,  coincides  with  the 
findings  of  Dr.  Lilly,  a psychologist  who  recently  completed  a series 
of  studies  in  sensory  deprivation.  The  isolated  individual,  he  discovered, 
hallucinated  easily. 

The  attacks  of  critics,  however,  are  not  the  only  problems  bump  en- 
thusiasts face  these  days.  Internally,  they  are  divided  by  the  Camel- 
Page  controversy.  Most  enthusiasts  acknowledge  Dr.  Frederick  Camel, 
a professor-at-large  of  the  New  World  College,  as  a pioneer  in 
bumpology,  but  some  enthusiasts  feel  Dr.  Page  has  discredited  Camel's 
thesis.  Nonetheless,  bump  enthusiasts  often  quote  Camel's 
posthumously-published  monograph,  A General  Theory  of  Nocturnal 
Palpitation,  when  critics  ask  why  no  one  has  ever  seen  a bump.  Few, 
however,  are  ever  satisfied  with  Dr.  Camel's  explanation  that  "centuries 
of  civilized  city  life  have  diluted  man's  ability  to  see  beyond  the  or- 
dinary." 

In  his  book,  written  in  the  1920's,  Dr.  Camel  strongly  argues  bumps 
(shadow  sounds)  only  seem  invisible  because  the  human  eye  depends 
on  the  recurrence  of  patterns  for  vision.  These  patterns,  he  said,  are 
rigorously  defined  in  scope  and  are  maintained  by  cultural  and  per- 
sonal expectations. 

To  prove  his  thesis.  Professor  Camel  began  experimenting  with  his 
son,  Peter,  on  the  assumption  only  the  very  young  are  free  of  cultural 
patterns.  Much  of  his  book  tells  how  he  took  his  son  on  numerous  ex- 
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peditions  into  the  night.  After  each  excursion  he  submitted  Peter  to 
an  examination  with  flash  cards  on  which  basic  geometric  shapes  had 
been  drawn.  After  many  months,  Peter  began  to  choose  the  same  sketch 
over  and  over. 

The  professor  was  eventually  able  to  get  an  outline  portrait  of  the 
elusive  bump.  But  before  he  could  finish  his  detective  work,  his  then- 
hysterical  wife  took  Peter  and  went  home  to  live  with  her  mother.  Aban- 
doned, the  professor  devoted  his  full  attention  to  the  writing  of  his  book, 
but  after  ten  futile  years  spent  looking  for  a publisher,  he  was  over- 
whelmed by  the  forces  of  loneliness.  Six  months  later,  after  spending 
many  cold  nights  trying  to  capture  a bump  with  a glass  vial.  Professor 
Camel  caught  pneumonia  and  died. 

Just  prior  to  his  death,  however.  Professor  Camel  had  entrusted  his 
manuscript  and  drawings  to  his  son.  And  although  Peter,  always  a 
mischievous  child,  took  delight  in  mutilating  his  heritage  by  drawing 
mustaches  on  the  sketches  of  the  bumps,  Mrs.  Camel  was  a bit  wiser. 
She  rescued  the  manuscript  and  drawings  and  saved  them  because,  as 
she  explained  to  a publisher  who  later  solicited  the  material,  "a  man's 
work  often  proves  to  be  valuable  after  his  death." 

Camel's  book,  which  eventually  became  a cult  classic,  was  severely 
criticized  twenty  years  later  by  Thomas  Beacon  Page,  an  investigator 
of  paranocturnal  phenomena.  In  an  article  published  in  Parabolic 
Perspectives,  Dr.  Page  maintained  the  drawings  which  Peter  Camel 
identified  as  the  mysterious  bumps  were  psychological  frauds.  An  in- 
fant, Dr.  Page  insisted,  could  not  have  possibly  identified  something 
so  elusive  as  a "shadow  sound."  And,  Dr.  Page  asserted,  the  "basic 
geometric  forms"  Professor  Camel  showed  to  his  son  were  illogical, 
since  no  living  creature,  whether  visible  or  not,  is  shaped  like  a square 
or  a triangle. 

Dr.  Page  also  criticized  Professor  Camel's  objectivity,  which  he  said 
was  almost  certainly  skewed  by  feelings  of  paternal  pride.  After  all, 
he  said,  what  is  more  likely  to  generate  such  feelings  than  a father  and 
son  camping  in  the  country.  He  asked  the  reader  to  imagine  them  on 
a hillside  under  a full  moon.  Young  Peter,  Page  said,  would  have  been 
in  awe  of  his  father.  He  could  have  been  easily  persuaded  to  believe 
there  were  thumping  sounds  coming  from  the  darkness  surrounding 
them.  And  it  would  have  been  an  easy  task.  Page  argued,  for  the  Pro- 
fessor to  persuade  his  son  to  pick  the  oval-shaped  flash  card  again  and 
again  until  it  became  unreasonably  significant. 

It  was,  in  fact,  the  egg-shaped  drawings  in  Camel's  book  that 
prompted  Page  to  accuse  the  professor  of  plagiarism.  Dr.  Page  con- 
ducted an  extensive  investigation  into  Camel's  past,  and  claimed  the 
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professor,  as  a private  in  the  US  army,  had  been  stationed  in  southern 
France  for  many  months  during  World  War  I.  Thus,  Page  deduced, 
the  drawings  which  Peter  Camel  identified  as  bumps  had  their  origin 
in  the  mind  of  an  imaginative  monk. 

The  scientific  community  applauded  Dr.  Page  for  his  revealing  essay 
on  the  nature  of  bump  research,  but  they  refused  to  publish  Page's  subse- 
quent manuscript  detailing  his  own  research  into  the  bump 
phenomenon.  His  rejection  by  the  world  of  science,  however,  was 
followed  almost  immediately  by  publication  in  the  New  York  World. 

Dr.  Page  was  front  page  news.  "Exclusive-photos-of-things-that-go- 
bump-in-the-night"  a headline  read.  Beneath  the  headline  was  a smudgy 
photo  of  a darkened  landscape  with  tiny  blips  of  light  which  the  cap- 
tion claimed  were  actual  bumps. 

Page  explained  his  findings  in  an  article  that  began  on  the  second 
page  of  the  tabloid.  He  claimed  not  only  were  bumps  real,  but  ordinary 
people  could  actually  see  "things  that  go  bump  in  the  night"  by  using 
special  lenses  made  from  polarized  glass.  This,  he  said,  is  no  different 
than  using  a microscope  to  see  otherwise  invisible  microbes  living  in 
a drop  of  water. 

Dr.  Page  went  on  to  say  he  was  also  able  to  photograph  bumps  by 
using  polarized  lenses.  He  said  he  attached  his  special  lenses  to  a camera 
and  took  a series  of  photos  on  infrared  film  at  a site  known  for  its 
mysterious  nighttime  sounds.  At  the  end  of  the  article.  Page  confidently 
decribed  the  "wafer-shaped  blips  of  energy"  in  his  photos  as  actual 
"things  that  go  bump  in  the  night." 

The  publication  of  Dr.  Page's  photos  brought  an  immediate  response 
from  a fanatic  group  of  people  living  near  San  Francisco.  One  letter 
claimed  bumps  (referred  to  as  "spook  lights")  were  thought  to  be  good 
luck  if  seen  in  pairs.  And  several  families  indicated  domesticated  bumps 
make  nice  companions  for  children. 

After  extensive  interviews  with  residents  of  the  area.  Dr.  Page  wrote 
an  article  for  the  National  Voice  in  which  he  explained  the  "spook  light" 
phenomenon.  People  living  in  earthquake  zones.  Page  said,  are  able 
to  see  bumps  because  they  have  a heightened  awareness  of  their  en- 
vironment. This  awareness,  he  said,  is  generated  by  the  acute  anxiety 
they  feel  because  of  their  fear  the  earth  will  open  up  at  any  time  to 
swallow  them  whole. 

"In  order  to  live  with  this  reality,"  Page  wrote,  "people  living  near 
fault  zones  force  themselves  to  believe  either  a quake  will  not  occur, 
or  if  one  does  happen,  they  will  not  be  affected.  The  resulting  synaptic 
disequilibrium  skews  lifelong  cultural  patterns,  allowing  individuals  to 
see  what  is  invisible  to  others."  He  also  noted  the  bumps' 
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eerie  glow  is  just  a local  variation  due  to  the  foggy  climate. 

Critics  were  aghast.  Dr.  Page,  they  said,  was  no  more  credible  than 
the  tabloid  newspapers  that  published  his  theories.  Meanwhile,  his  sup- 
porters in  San  Francisco  denounced  him  because  he  had  criticized  them 
in  the  National  Voice  article.  Alone  and  ignored,  he  withdrew  from 
public  life. 

The  current  controversy  over  the  existence  of  bumps  has  been  inten- 
sified by  the  publication  of  the  Lowery  Dead  Sea  scroll.  Public  opi- 
nion on  the  existence  of  bumps  has  polarized,  leaving  little  middle 
ground.  Believers  in  the  phenomenon  have  tried  to  strengthen  their  posi- 
tion by  asking  the  Paranocturnal  Phenomena  Institute  and  the  press 
to  investigate  research  files  left  by  Dr.  Page  when  he  passed  away  earlier 
this  year.  To  date,  the  only  official  mention  of  Dr.  page's  ac- 
complishments appeared  in  Newsweek  after  he  died. 

His  obituary  read: 

DIED:  Thomas  Beacon  Page,  67,  former  member  of  the  Paranocturnal 
Phenomena  Institute;  of  injuries  sustained  when  he  fell  into  a crevice 
while  hiking  near  the  San  Andreas  fault;  in  Berkeley,  CA.  Once  a 
leading  investigator  of  paranocturnal  phenomena.  Dr.  Page  was  banned 
from  the  pages  of  scientific  journals  after  being  published  in  several 
tabloid  newspapers.  Dr.  Page  was  best  known  for  his  belief  in  "things 
that  go  bump  in  the  night."  He  will  also  be  remembered  for  his  enor- 
mous collection  of  Mason  jars. 
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CITY 

Robin  Anthony  Krieglstein 

Among  towers  and  traffic  and  people  — 

The  dizzying  grey  came  down  to  us  in  beautiful  layers 
promising  sun  pools  awhirl  and  play 
somewhere  above 

here  I could  easily  be  in  the  center  of  all  the 

world's  people,  glowing  confetti  ripe  with  purpose 

I took  in  each  one  in  turn,  to  see  by  what  magic  strings 
they  fired  about  on  such  determined  missions 

A business  man  and  woman,  walking  side  by  side  past  the 
pizza-to-go,  one  taller,  then  shorter  as 
striding  muscles  under  prim  and  ironed  suits 

A girl,  eyes  shattering  unnoticed  in  the  city-glow, 

juggling  ice  cream,  balloons,  and  the  spanky  pace  of 
her  adventure 

Her  flustered  parents'  arms  flailing  in  the  gush  and  tide 
of  mid-day  mayhem,  wanting  their  little  girl  back 
from  the  jaws  of  the  sweltering  child's  storm  — 
metropolis. 

One  man  crying,  discreet,  head  bowed  in  shadow  — 
a local  storm  and  passing  tempest,  all  flushed  and 
flustered  passing  slowly  down  the  street 

Here's  a charged  youth,  love  wreaths  and  Cupid  swirling 
about  and  peaking  in  his  spirit  eyes.  A rose  in  one 
hand  and  a smile  in  the  other 

And  in  the  city  s accustomed  crash  and  fire-moments  I'm 

turned: 

the  volatile  girl  content  to  spew  her  mind  unedited 

to  my  face 

I turn,  humbled,  and  stray  back  to  my  own  — 


Dave  Spleha 


SOUTH  BOUND  FREIGHT 

David  Richard 

The  way  this  train  thunders  down  the  track, 
crashing  through  a veil  of  cold,  night  air, 
passing  so  close  even  bones  start  to  rattle  — 
one  loose  pin  and  it's  all  too  clear, 
this  mindless  charge  of  lead-bellied  mass. 

In  its  wake  a cold  wind  rushes, 

one  witness  only,  the  dark  rails  ringing. 
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THIS  BED 

Dan  Joyce 

We  met  in  sad  mischief, 

Jukebox  lights  violent  in  the  corners  of  our  eyes. 
I wanted  to  tell  you 
about  the  hours  I read,  and  thought, 
planning  for  love  — 

It  would  come  green 

and  fill  my  days  beautifully. 

The  air  would  strike  us. 

And  we'd  row  down  some  river  into  old  age. 

Here  are  your  shoes:  black  and  muddy 
at  the  end  of  this  bed. 

Feeling  like  a criminal  hours  after  the  crime, 

I look  at  your  shut  lids. 

You  are  not  ideal;  we  are  not  in  love. 

The  only  place  we  fit  in  is  this  bed. 
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LASZLO  TALKS  TO  GOD 
ABOUT  GIFTS  OF  TRIBULATION 

Pat  Brown 


Fve  read  Your  stuff  about  the  meek  & the  poor  in  spirit  & 

inheriting  the  earth  & being  comforted  & so  forth 

and  how  he  whom  You  would  humble  You  first  exalt  & 

whom  You  would  exalt  You  humble  first 

and  I think  I catch  Your  drift  — 

but  could  You  please  just  give  it  a rest? 

I mean,  Fve  been  a sport  all  these  years; 

I've  taken  every  pitch  You've  thrown. 

Booster  shots.  Cod-liver  oil.  Wetting  the  bed. 

Creamed  spinach.  Story  problems.  Aunt  Sally's  breath. 
Time  passed;  it  didn't  let  up. 

Saturday  cartoons  pre-empted  by  catechism  class. 

Endless  forests  of  broccoli.  Glow-in-the-dark  zits. 

Nine  pubic  hairs,  fourteen  years  old  — 
lotsa  laffs  in  the  locker-room! 

That  '55  Buick:  its  feeble  transmission, 

the  cancerous  fenders  & clouds  of  blue  smoke. 

Prom  night:  tripping  at  the  refreshment  table, 
landing  in  the  punch.  It  just  didn't  let  up. 


And  it  doesn't  seem  to  be  letting  up  yet,  does  it.  Chief? 
I've  paid  my  dues;  exactly  what  more  do  You  want? 
What's  the  point  of  the  bimbo  next  door 
with  her  taste  for  bikers  and  feedback  guitar  & 
primal  screams  at  3:00a.m.? 

Or  old  man  Scremp,  glancing  at  his  watch 
as  I come  and  go,  reminding  me  I'm 
below  quota  three  months  running? 

My  mother's  thoughtful  clippings  about 
schoolmates  who've  struck  it  rich? 

The  impenetrability  of  driver's  license  stations? 

Dentists:  their  vigor,  their  zeal? 

What  I'm  saying  is.  You've  made  Your  point. 

I'm  humbled.  I'm  meek.  My  spirit  is  poor. 

So  when  do  I cash  in? 

Do  You  work  this  like  a life  insurance  deal, 

"payable  upon  the  death  of  the  insured"? 

Is  it  like  a pension,  not  due  me  'til  I'm  sixty-five? 
Maybe  we  could  negotiate  an  advance; 
it  doesn't  have  to  be  the  whole  earth, 
if  I can  have  it  now. 

Miami,  say,  or  the  French  Riviera  — 
or,  fine,  maybe  just  a condo  by  the  lake. 

I could  swear  I recall  Someone  saying  . . . blessed  are 
they  that  hunger  and  thirst  for  justice, 
for  they  shall  have  their  fill  . . . 
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OF  JANET 

David  McGrath 

Tell  me  not  of  shields  and  bones 
'Neath  Trojan  sands, 

A dream  forever  ago. 

Nor  of  bodies  bloodless  — 

Time-washed  by  Normandy's  surf  — 

The  black  and  white  of  ancient  nightmares. 

For  the  saddest  soldier  of  them  all 
Lies  part-buried  adjacent  my  dock. 

Its  blue  helmeted  head  and  painted  smile 
Popping  up  from  the  sand,  a child's  reach  away 
From  the  yellow  plastic  pail. 

And  the  broken  toy  shovel 
That  knew  the  once  warm  grasp 
Of  the  busy  tan  fist 
(Digging  and  planting 
The  carved  wooden  sentry). 

Stares  like  the  barbed  bayonet 
Ripped  from  my  soul. 

"Happy  memories  heal,"  advised  the  fool. 

Who  never  heard  the  lullabies  against  which 
I must  shut  my  ears. 

The  ones  she  hummed  to  her  summer's  domain 
Of  tadpole  trenches  and  coffee  can  castles. 

As  she  squatted  frog-like  in  the  foam. 

Her  pink  painted  toes  probing  the  wet  sand. 

Instead,  let  the  dirges  blow 
Through  the  aspens  to 
Smooth  over  her  footprints. 

And  let  the  lake  lapping  lift 

This  last  soldier,  and  deliver  him,  too. 

To  the  numbing  depths. 


57 


well  past  midnight 

Rick  Anthoney 

she  has  slipped  out  the  back  door 

into  moonlight  - silverblue,  polar  bright  - 

barefoot,  wearing  the  moon's  flame 

in  her  hair,  its  dreams  in  her  eyes, 

over  the  warm  earth  waiting,  down 

the  slow  sloping  land  to  fields 

far  enough  to  cry  or  shout  but  still 

silent  as  she  strips,  tossing 

a flash  of  cloth  off  into  brush 

and  feels  the  begging  for  a breeze 

on  flesh  firm  but  molten,  sun-ripe, 

moon-sown,  dancing  all  the  druid  airs 

spun  and  spun  in  voiceless  echoes, 

mystic  webwork  hung  shadowlike 

from  blade  to  bough  and  breathing 

into  blush  of  ivory  tones 

the  joy  of  stones  for  souls  that  sing 

the  mingling  darks  and  blaze,  and  then 

erect  she  arches  back  and  bows,  bent 

from  the  waist  and  up  again 

and  this  until  by  brave  leavings 

she's  drooped  upon  the  fence, 

bent  back,  arms  flung  full  behind 

and,  left  stretching  forever  deft, 

gives  up  the  trembling  for  a stillness 

wholly  grace,  the  flower  wilted 

in  full  bloom  upon  the  thorn 

in  the  blue,  blue,  breathless  hour 

before  the  morn.  All  the  brothers 

of  the  world  went  searching,  but  never  one 

walked  past  her  beauty  who  escaped, 

and  all  the  glades  and  hilly  shrines 

give  up  their  secret  just  once 

in  what  was  fair.  . .her  dancing  there. 


58 


CASTRO’S  CONSCIENCE 

Larry  Turner 


In  those  years  - they  have  called  us  the  dud  generation  - 

after  the  fall  of  McCarthy  but  before  Vietnam, 

at  the  university  we  heard  little 

of  what  was  happening  in  the  world, 

and  little  was.  So  isolated  were  we 

that  I knew  Christmas  was  approaching 

only  when  surprised  by  a decorated  tree  in  the  cafeteria. 

It  chanced  a magazine  described  Castro  and  his  rebels 
hiding  in  the  hills  of  Cuba. 

It  was  as  if  an  angel  had  appeared  to  me  with  the  message 
Go  to  Cuba;  join  him;  serve  as  his  conscience. 

As  when  David  was  sent  against  Goliath 
or  when  3(X)  under  Gideon  faced  the  host 
of  Midianites  as  thick  as  locusts, 
my  lack  of  qualification  validated  the  call. 

With  one  year  of  high  school  Spanish 
and  never  yet  south  of  Cincinnati, 
at  five-foot  eleven  and  115  pounds 
I was  an  unlikely  guerilla. 

I acknowledged  the  call,  but  did  not  go. 

What  would  have  happened  in  Cuba 
it  was  not  mine  to  know, 
it  is  not  mine  to  speculate. 

Instead 

I acquired  education,  wife  and  family,  career, 
lived  years  of  uneventful  days 
like  some  instrument  custom-ordered 
but  never  called  for  or  delivered. 


ZEROES 

Richard  Zabransky 


They  came  out  of  the  east,  you  said, 
where  the  clouds  turnip  on  the  horizon 
and  the  sun  is  a welder's  flare. 

At  first  you  thought  it  was  the  hangover 
from  trying  to  forget  the  wahini, 
or  a formation  too  geometric  for  gulls. 

Then  you  heard  the  sound 
of  grasshoppers  caught  in  a paper  bag, 
the  mantra  of  an  empire. 

With  a ladder,  you  could  have 
climbed  to  see  your  reflection 
on  the  shadowless  faces  of  the  boys, 

but,  instead,  the  world  turned  upside  down 
as  your  head  rotated  back 
in  the  afterdraft  of  their  wake. 

You  told  me  about  them 

the  night  of  the  draft  lottery, 

the  night  they  picked  us  for  Vietnam; 


funny,  I thought, 

how  much  zeroes  mean, 

the  kind  that  hold  count  in  a line  of  figures, 

or  the  kind  buried  in  the  pupils 

of  eyes  that  are  never  seen 

yet  which  foreshadow  our  lifetimes. 

From  where  you  stood, 

you  could  see  the  smoke  from  Pearl 

blossoming  like  a hybrid 

of  cuttlefish  and  midnight. 

You  mashed  out  your  Lucky 
and  headed  for  base. 

Today,  we  invaded  Panama 

and  received  accounts  of  acceptable  losses. 

Deemed  Operation  Just  Cause 

by  Rather,  Brokaw,  and  Jennings, 
we  watched  together, 
zapping  channels. 

A young  marine  threw  the  same  grenade 
three  times  — 

you  said  he'd  have  a great  fastball, 

and  I imagined  a perfect  game, 
another  string  of  zeroes 
placed  in  the  record  books. 


IN  THE  REPUBLIC  OF  FEAR 

Glen  H.  Brown 


Wisdom  and  madness  flew  together 
in  an  arc  of  night. 

With  crazed  eyes  and  clenched  toes, 
they  winged  without  sleep 
and  rumbled  in  a fever  of  impatience, 
launched  by  megalomania. 

Like  big-time  killers, 

the  armchair  commanders 

lit  up  the  international  arcade. 

'The  world  could  wait  no  longer," 
we  were  told,  and  we  rushed 
into  the  unknowable, 
our  world  tilted  by  a Desert  Storm, 
slowly  choking  in  a fiery  air. 

We  were  not  shown  the  faceless 
or  dismembered.  But  we  listened 
with  false  calm  as  sorties  unleashed 
a raucous  sky,  leaving  behind  bursts 
of  imagination  and  salvos  of  fear. 

How  was  it  to  live  among  threats 
of  glass  and  concrete,  mustard  gas, 
sirens  and  foreboding  clouds 
of  hydrogen  sulfide? 

When  we  dropped  our  payload, 

the  smoke  rose  from  behind  upturned  thumbs. 


BACKWORD 


Time  past  and  time  before 
Allow  but  a little  consciousness. 

To  be  conscious  is  not  to  be  in  time 

But  only  in  time  can  the  moment  in  the  rose-garden. 

The  moment  in  the  arbour  where  the  rain  beat. 

The  moment  in  the  draughty  church  at  smokefall 
Be  remembered;  involved  with  past  and  future. 

Only  through  time  is  time  conquered. 
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